ME M OIR S OF A MIDGET
tactless, callous, stupid people have brou|
suffering, should, In her turn, bring little else
to the one being who deeply loved her. Love,
In these Memoirs, is like a tiny gush of water

irnaps;  out no requital in K.
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It. Is there any love here, from the pasha's
to Mr. Anon's, which Is not wasted? Mrs.
Bowater's romance ended In desertion; Mr
Crlmble's ends when he cuts his throat; Percy
Maudlen's will end the moment after he and
Fanny have signed their names In the vestry;
Miss M/s ends when she reads the hatred In
Fanny's face; Mr. Anon's ends In the useless
sacrifice of his life.

What Is the meaning of it all? Miss M. gives
us no answer. Nod, after toil, hardship, and
danger, reached the Valleys of his Tlshnar;
but to keep what ultimate tryst did the Midget
go out? 4A11 that I write/ she herself says,
4ls an attempt only to tell, not to explain/ Yet
sometimes the very telling seems to tremble
on the verge of explanation, and nowhere do
we feel such a revelation to be nearer than In
that beautiful evening scene at Wanderslore,
when the Midget has returned from her fine
London friends and has come out to meets
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